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For everyone who has ever sat on the ash heap

and couldn’t see the morning from there.

The morning came.
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A Note on the Historical Details

About the Author

A NOTE BEFORE YOU BEGIN
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This book was written for people who are in the middle of something hard.

Not for people who have come out the other side and are ready to reflect. Not for people who are in a season of ease and want to build reserves for later. For people who are in it right now — who woke up this morning with the weight already back, who are navigating something they didn’t choose, who are asking questions that don’t have clean answers yet.

If that is you: this book is for you. Exactly as you are. In the middle of it.

The forty days of this journey follow the arc of a storm: from the wound through the wilderness, through the turning point, up through the rising, and into the first days of a new life that is not the old life resumed but something different in kind. You will recognize where you are in the arc. You may be at the beginning, in the worst of it, where the entries from Part One and Part Two will feel like someone finally said the true thing out loud. You may be further along, beginning to sense the turning, but not yet sure what is on the other side of it.

Each day follows the same pattern: a historical story from Scripture, with as much of its real context as I could recover; a bridge into the present; a prayer that belongs to that specific story; an information box with a few details worth knowing; and two evening reflection questions with space to write. The pattern is not there to be rigid. Skip what doesn’t serve you. Linger where you need to linger. Write in the margins.

The stories in this book are old. Joseph’s pit, Hagar’s desert, Elijah’s broom tree, the bleeding woman’s twelve years, Bartimaeus by the road, Mary Magdalene in the garden asking the gardener where they took the body. They are old because human suffering is old, and because what has helped people survive their darkest seasons has been, for a very long time, the discovery that someone in the text was there before them. That the Bible is not a book of people who had it together. It is a book of people who did not, and who found God in the not-having-it-together.

A word about the prayers: they are written in the first person, which means they speak for you when you read them. But they are not meant to replace your own words. They are meant to be a starting point, or a companion, or sometimes just evidence that the thing you have been feeling is the kind of thing that can be brought to God. Say them slowly. Or don’t say them at all and just sit with the story. The words are not the point. The presence is the point.

You will be changed by what you are going through. Not returned to what you were before. Changed. The wound will leave a mark. Jacob limped for the rest of his life. The mark is not the end of the story. It is part of it.

The fire is already burning on the shore.

— Thalassa Brooks
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PART ONE: THE WOUND
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“Before anything can be rebuilt, it has to be named.”

Days 1–8
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DAY 1

[image: ]


The Pit

On betrayal by those who should have been safe
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The day they threw Joseph into the pit, his brothers sat down and ate a meal.

That detail always stops me. They could hear him. And they ate.

·  ·  ·

THE STORY

Joseph was seventeen years old. The youngest but one of twelve brothers, the clear favorite of his father — everyone could see it, and everyone resented it. Jacob had given him an ornate robe, one that set him apart from the others. Joseph had also made things harder for himself, in the way that seventeen-year-olds sometimes do. He had dreams that seemed to say his brothers would bow down to him one day, and he told them about it. Twice.

“When his brothers saw that their father loved him more than any of them, they hated him and could not speak a kind word to him.”

— Genesis 37:4

When Jacob sent Joseph to check on his brothers in the fields, they saw him coming from far off. The Hebrew text says they recognized him by the robe. “Here comes that dreamer,” they said to each other. “Let’s kill him and throw him into one of these cisterns and say that a ferocious animal devoured him. Then we’ll see what comes of his dreams.”

Reuben, the oldest, talked them down to the pit option — secretly planning to come back later and rescue Joseph. They stripped off the robe. They threw him in.

Here is what most people don’t know about that pit. The Hebrew word is bor — not a well but a dry cistern, carved out of limestone rock, pear-shaped, with a narrow opening at the top and smooth stone walls that widened below. There was no water in it. Archaeologists have found ancient cisterns throughout that region measuring ten to thirty feet deep. Once you were inside, you could not climb out. Joseph would have been in near-darkness, calling up through a narrow hole, while his brothers’ voices drifted down from above.

“So when Joseph came to his brothers, they stripped him of his robe — the ornate robe he was wearing — and they took him and threw him into the cistern. Now the cistern was empty; there was no water in it. As they sat down to eat their meal, they looked up and saw a caravan of Ishmaelites coming from Gilead.”

— Genesis 37:23–25

Judah had an idea. Why kill Joseph and have blood on their hands? Sell him instead. When the Midianite merchants passed, the brothers pulled Joseph out of the cistern and sold him for twenty pieces of silver — exactly the going rate for a slave in the ancient Near East around 1,900 BC, according to law codes discovered by archaeologists. Twenty pieces of silver. The same price Judas would later take for another man.

The caravan left. The brothers killed a goat, dipped the ornate robe in blood, and brought it back to their father. Jacob recognized it immediately.

“He recognized it and said, ‘It is my son’s robe! Some ferocious animal has devoured him. Joseph has surely been torn to pieces.’ Then Jacob tore his clothes, put on sackcloth and mourned for his son many days. All his sons and daughters came to comfort him, but he refused to be comforted.”

— Genesis 37:33–35

And Joseph went to Egypt in a merchant’s caravan, with people who did not know his name, going to a country he had never seen. He was seventeen years old. He had been stripped of the one garment that marked him as his father’s beloved son. He had been sold for the price of a transaction. He had been thrown away by the people who should have been his safest place in the world.

The text does not record a single word Joseph spoke during the sale or the journey to Egypt. There is a silence in the story where his interior life should be. That silence may be the most honest thing about it. Sometimes you are in the pit and there are no words for what is happening.

“From the depths of the pit I called, LORD, and you heard my voice. Do not close your ears to my cry for relief. You came near when I called you, and you said, ‘Do not fear.’”

— Lamentations 3:55–57

Lamentations was written hundreds of years after Joseph, by someone sitting in the ruins of Jerusalem. But the pit is the same pit. And the voice calling from it is the same voice. And God, apparently, still hears from the bottom of stone cisterns.

·  ·  ·

FOR YOU

Maybe you know what it is to be thrown in by someone who should have been safe.

Not a stranger. A brother. A parent. A spouse. A friend who knew everything about you and used what they knew against you. A community that should have been home. The specific wound of betrayal by someone close reaches further than ordinary hurt. It makes you question things you thought you knew — about people, about yourself, about whether it is safe to trust anyone at all.

And there is often that detail of the meal. The people who hurt you going on with their lives. Functioning normally. Laughing, even. While you are in the pit, they are eating lunch. That part can be harder than the wound itself — the apparent indifference of those who caused it.

Joseph’s story does not skip the pit to get to the palace. It stays in the pit long enough for you to feel it. This book is going to do the same thing. We are going to name what happened before we talk about what comes next. Because what comes next is real — but it cannot be real for you until what happened is fully named.

“Even if my father and mother abandon me, the LORD will hold me close.”

— Psalm 27:10 (NLT)

So today, we name it. Whatever your pit is. Whatever form your brothers took. We bring it, by name, to the God who was present in that cistern even when Joseph could not see a way out of it.
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PRAYER

Lord, I want to begin this journey by bringing You the thing I have been trying to carry alone. Not the presentable version, not the version I have already processed enough to describe calmly. The raw version. The version I haven’t said out loud yet, maybe even to myself.

I was thrown into a pit. That is the honest way to say it. And the people who threw me in were not strangers — they were the ones I trusted. The ones who knew the robe was mine. The ones who stripped it off me first, so there would be nothing left that marked me as belonging somewhere, and then they threw me in. And then they went about their lives. And that part — the going about their lives — may be the hardest part of all.

“You have seen, LORD; do not be silent. Do not be far from me, Lord. Awake, and rise to my defense! Contend for me, my God and Lord.”

— Psalm 35:22–23

I need You to know that I am bringing this to You — not because I have figured out what it means, not because I have forgiven everything, not because I have arrived at any tidy conclusion about suffering and purpose. I am bringing it because I have nowhere else to bring it, and because something in me still believes You are the kind of God who can hold even this. Even the anger. Even the part that makes me wonder what kind of God allows this.

I pray today for everyone reading this from their own pit. The person who lost a home — not just a building, but the life that was inside it. The one whose body is fighting something it shouldn’t have to fight, and the medical bills are taking the rest. The person whose marriage shattered in a way they still can’t explain. The one who was publicly humiliated by someone who should have protected them. The one who gave their best years to something that abandoned them without warning. Lord, I don’t know their specific cisterns. You do. Be present in each one.

“He lifted me out of the slimy pit, out of the mud and mire; he set my feet on a rock and gave me a firm place to stand.”

— Psalm 40:2

And please — be present in mine. Not to fix it immediately. Not to explain it. Just to be there. In the dark. In the narrow place. You have been in darker and narrower places than this. The tomb, for three days. You know what the bottom looks like from the inside. And yet from inside the tomb, something moved. I am asking You — from my pit, in my words, on this first day — to begin moving in mine.

Amen.
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	THE PIT — A FEW THINGS WORTH KNOWING


▪  Bor (Hebrew): the same word used for cistern, pit, and prison.

Joseph went from one bor to another before reaching the palace.


▪  Twenty pieces of silver: the documented going rate for a slave

in the ancient Near East around 1,900 BC. This is not legend —

it appears in law codes found by archaeologists.


▪  Reuben returned to rescue Joseph. He was already gone.

Even inside the house of the betrayer, someone grieved.


▪  The text records not one word Joseph spoke during the sale

or the journey. His silence is in Scripture. You are allowed

to have no words for what is happening to you.



––––––––
[image: ]


EVENING REFLECTION

Who threw you into the pit — and what did they strip from you first? Not just the external things (the job, the home, the relationship) but the interior ones: the sense of safety, the belief that people are trustworthy, the feeling of being known and valued. What was the robe you were wearing before it was taken?

The text says Jacob refused to be comforted after losing Joseph. Is there a loss in your life you haven’t allowed yourself to fully grieve yet — something you have been managing rather than mourning? What would it mean to stop refusing the grief tonight, even for a few minutes, and let it be what it actually is?

A note to God tonight — whatever needs to be said:

DAY 2

Stripped

On total loss — when everything goes at once
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There is a kind of loss that doesn’t arrive gradually. It comes all at once, in a single day, and by the end of it you are standing in the wreckage of something that was your entire life.

Job knew this day. He knew it in a way that makes most suffering look modest by comparison.

·  ·  ·

THE STORY

The Book of Job is considered by many scholars to be one of the oldest pieces of literature in the entire Bible — possibly composed before Genesis reached its final form, possibly predating Moses. Whatever its origin, it opens with a scene that is almost unbearable to read.

Job was real. Not a symbol, not a parable character — the text treats him as a historical person. He was the greatest man among all the people of the East. He had seven sons and three daughters. He owned seven thousand sheep, three thousand camels, five hundred yoke of oxen, five hundred donkeys. He had a large household. He was, the text says, blameless and upright, a man who feared God and shunned evil. This is not a man being punished for secret sin. This is a man who was doing everything right.

“One day when Job’s sons and daughters were feasting and drinking wine at the oldest brother’s house, a messenger came to Job and said, ‘The oxen were plowing and the donkeys were grazing nearby, and the Sabeans attacked and made off with them. They put the servants to the sword, and I am the only one who has escaped to tell you!’”

— Job 1:13–15

While he was still speaking, another arrived. And while that one was still speaking, another. And another. Four messengers, each before the previous one had finished, each carrying news of a different catastrophe. This is not accidental in the text. The structure is deliberate. There is no pause to absorb one blow before the next arrives.

The Sabeans took the oxen and donkeys and killed the servants. Fire fell from the sky and burned up the sheep and the servants with them. The Chaldeans raided the camels and killed those servants too. And then — the last messenger, the one who carried the most devastating news of all:

“‘Your sons and daughters were feasting and drinking wine at the oldest brother’s house, when suddenly a mighty wind swept in from the desert and struck the four corners of the house. It collapsed on them and they are dead, and I am the only one who has escaped to tell you!’”

— Job 1:18–19

His ten children died in a single moment. Not an illness. Not one tragedy followed by time to grieve. All ten, in one afternoon, while they were together at a meal.

Here is what Job did. He got up. He tore his robe — the ancient gesture of grief. He shaved his head. He fell to the ground. And then he worshipped.

“Naked I came from my mother’s womb, and naked I will depart. The LORD gave and the LORD has taken away; may the name of the LORD be praised. In all this, Job did not sin by charging God with wrongdoing.”

— Job 1:21–22

This is not the end of Job’s story. It is barely the beginning. What follows is forty-two chapters of a man arguing with God, demanding answers, refusing easy comfort from friends who offer theological explanations for suffering that are, frankly, wrong. God eventually tells Job’s friends that they have not spoken the truth about God the way Job has. Job’s honesty — his refusal to pretend — was more faithful than his friends’ tidy explanations.

But that moment of worship, in the immediate aftermath of catastrophic loss, is one of the most extraordinary things in Scripture. Not because Job felt fine. Not because he understood. But because in the wreckage of everything, he still knew who God was.

“Though he slay me, yet will I hope in him.”

— Job 13:15

Job said this after more suffering had come — after his body had been covered with painful sores from head to foot, after his wife told him to curse God and die, after his friends had arrived and initially sat in silence with him for seven days, which was actually the most helpful thing they did. Yet will I hope in him. Not happiness. Not understanding. Not even peace. Hope. Stubborn, inexplicable, apparently irrational hope.

And at the end of the book — after all the arguing and questioning and wrestling — God restores Job. He gives him twice what he had before. He gives him ten more children. The book ends with Job living to see four generations of descendants. The last image is of an old man who had seen the bottom of the world and lived to see the flourishing on the other side of it.

“The LORD blessed the latter part of Job’s life more than the former part.”

— Job 42:12

But notice: Job did not get his original children back. The ten who died were not replaced. He received ten more. The grief of the first ones remained. And that is honest. God’s restoration does not erase what was lost. It builds forward from the loss. What was taken is taken. And what God gives next is new.

·  ·  ·

FOR YOU

Maybe your losses came all at once. Maybe you didn’t have time between one blow and the next to get your footing.

The house. The job. The relationship. The health. The savings. The sense of who you are when you are not in crisis. Some losses don’t wait for a convenient time. They come in clusters, each one before you’ve finished absorbing the last, like those four messengers who arrived without pausing.

And maybe you’ve encountered the Job’s friends version of comfort. The people who have an explanation for your suffering. Who tell you there must be a reason, there must be something you did, God must be teaching you something. The friends who make it about a lesson when what you need is presence. Job’s friends were most useful when they said nothing — when they sat with him for seven days without speaking. Then they opened their mouths and things got worse.

“My eyes have grown dim with grief; my whole frame is but a shadow.”

— Job 17:7

If that is where you are right now — if your eyes have grown dim and your whole frame is a shadow of what it was — that sentence belongs to you. It is in the Bible. It is not a failure of faith. It is what grief looks like from the inside, described honestly by a man who ended up on the other side of it still speaking about God.

Job did not get to see the beginning of the book. He didn’t know that God had pointed at him specifically as a man of integrity. He didn’t know the end of his story while he was living in the middle of it. Neither do you. You are in the middle of yours right now. And the middle of a Job story looks nothing like the end of one.

“I know that my redeemer lives, and that in the end he will stand on the earth.”

— Job 19:25

Job said that from the ash heap. From the absolute bottom of everything. His redeemer lives. He didn’t say things would get better tomorrow. He said: in the end. In the end, something stands. Hold onto that for today.
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PRAYER

Lord, I come to You today with the specific weight of what has been taken. Not just one thing. Not a manageable loss I can process and move on from. The accumulated weight of multiple losses that came before I had finished with the ones before them. I feel like Job’s messengers arrived at my door too — one after another, each before the last one had finished speaking.

“How long, LORD? Will you forget me forever? How long will you hide your face from me? How long must I wrestle with my thoughts and day after day have sorrow in my heart?”

— Psalm 13:1–2

I need to ask You something, honestly, the way Job asked. Why? Why all at once? Why this much? Why, when I was trying to do the right things, when I was not choosing any of this? I know I may not get an answer to those questions in the way I’m asking them. Job didn’t. But I need to ask them anyway, because pretending I’m not asking them is a lie, and I don’t want to start this journey with a lie.

I pray today for everyone who has lost more than one thing at once. The person who is grieving a death and a marriage at the same time. The one who lost their income and then their health and then their home in a sequence that felt designed to break them. The parent who is watching a child suffer while their own life is also unraveling. Lord, these are real people with specific losses that did not come with explanations. Be with each of them in the specific middle of their specific story.

“Cast your cares on the LORD and he will sustain you; he will never let the righteous be shaken.”

— Psalm 55:22

I am casting mine today. Not because I feel peaceful about it. Because I have been carrying this alone and I am tired, and You are the only one I can hand it to who is large enough to hold all of it. Sustain me today. Not tomorrow, not in the long run — today. This specific day. Let something in me be sustained that I did not sustain myself.

And I hold onto what Job held onto from the ash heap: my Redeemer lives. Not that everything is fine. Not that it makes sense. Just that — in the end — something stands. Let that be enough for today. It is, barely, enough.

Amen.
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	JOB — A FEW THINGS WORTH KNOWING


▪  Many scholars believe Job is the oldest book in the Bible,

possibly predating the written Torah in its current form.


▪  The four messengers arrive in sequence, each while the previous

one is still speaking. The text allows no pause between blows.

This is a literary choice. It mirrors what total loss actually feels like.


▪  Job’s three friends sat in silence with him for seven days before

speaking. God later told them they had spoken wrongly about Him.

The silence was their best offering. The explanations were wrong.


▪  At the end, God does not answer Job’s questions. He asks Job

his own questions instead — about creation, about the stars,

about the foundations of the earth. Job’s response: he worships.

Sometimes the answer is not an explanation. It is an encounter.
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EVENING REFLECTION

Job lost everything in a single day, and the text records him worshipping in the wreckage — not because he felt fine, but because he still knew who God was. Is there anything, in the middle of your own losses, that you still know to be true about God? Not what you feel. What you know. Even if you are holding onto it by a thread.
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Job’s friends were most helpful when they said nothing. Have you received the Job’s friends version of comfort — the explanations, the reasons, the lessons people offer when what you needed was for someone to simply sit with you? And on the other side of that question: have you ever been a Job’s friend to someone else, offering explanations when presence was what they needed?

A note to God tonight — whatever needs to be said:
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DAY 3
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The Exile

On being used, discarded, and found by the God who sees
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Of all the names given to God in Scripture, this one was given by a slave woman sitting alone in a desert, convinced she was about to watch her child die.

El Roi. The God who sees me.

She was the first person in the entire Bible to give God a name. Not Abraham. Not Moses. Not a king or a prophet or a patriarch. A slave. An Egyptian. A woman who had been given away, used, mistreated, and thrown out — twice.

·  ·  ·

THE STORY

Hagar’s story begins before Genesis 16, though the text doesn’t tell us this part directly. She was Egyptian — almost certainly acquired during Abraham’s time in Egypt, described in Genesis 12, when Pharaoh took Sarai into his household and gave Abraham gifts of servants and livestock. Hagar was likely one of those gifts. She had no choice in any of it. She was property, transferred from one household to another, moved across countries, given no say in where she went or what happened to her.

The Hebrew word for her status is shiphchah — a female servant or slave under the authority of a household mistress, with no independent legal rights. Ancient Near Eastern documents, including the Nuzi tablets from the 15th century BC and the Code of Hammurabi, describe the practice precisely: a barren wife could give her slave to her husband as a concubine; any child born from that union would legally belong to the wife, not to the slave who carried it. Hagar had no say. Her body was not considered hers to withhold.

“Now Sarai, Abram’s wife, had borne him no children. But she had an Egyptian slave named Hagar; so she said to Abram, ‘The LORD has kept me from having children. Go, sleep with my slave; perhaps I can build a family through her.’ Abram agreed to what Sarai said.”

— Genesis 16:1–2

When Hagar became pregnant, something changed in her. The text says she began to despise Sarai. This is not surprising — she had been given to a man she did not choose, was carrying a child she had not planned, and was now in a complicated, painful position in a household that was not hers. Whatever Hagar’s attitude was, Sarai’s response was severe.

“Then Sarai mistreated Hagar; so she fled from her.”

— Genesis 16:6

The Hebrew word for mistreated — anah — is strong. It means to afflict, to oppress, to humble by force. This is not a domestic disagreement. This is a woman in power using that power against someone who had none. Hagar fled into the wilderness. She was pregnant and alone on the road to Shur — the ancient trade route leading toward Egypt’s eastern border, the road back to the country she came from. She was trying to go home. She had nowhere else to go.

This is where the text does something remarkable. An angel of the Lord found her by a spring of water in the wilderness. Found her. Not she found God, not she arrived at a shrine or performed a ritual. God came looking for a runaway pregnant slave on a desert road.

“The angel of the LORD found Hagar near a spring in the desert; it was the spring that is beside the road to Shur. And he said, ‘Hagar, slave of Sarai, where have you come from, and where are you going?’”

— Genesis 16:7–8

He called her by name. Hagar. Not slave. Not the Egyptian. Hagar. He asked her where she had come from and where she was going. These are profound questions to ask someone who has just been expelled. They are the questions of someone who actually wants to know.

He told her to go back. He told her Ishmael — meaning God hears — would be born, and that her descendants would be too numerous to count. Promises that mirrored almost exactly the covenant blessings given to Abraham. The same kind of promise. To a slave. On a desert road.

Hagar went back. Years passed. Isaac was born to Sarah. And then the second expulsion came.

“Early the next morning Abraham took some food and a skin of water and gave them to Hagar. He set them on her shoulders and then sent her off with the boy. She went on her way and wandered in the Desert of Beersheba.”

— Genesis 21:14

A skin of water. That was what seventeen years of her life was worth in that household. A skin of water and some food, placed on her shoulders like luggage, and then sent away. With a child.

When the water ran out in the desert, Hagar placed Ishmael under a bush — the scrubby desert shrub that offered the only shade available. Then she walked away. A bowshot’s distance, the text says. Far enough that she would not have to see him die, but close enough that she could not actually leave him. She sat down and wept.

“She said to herself, ‘I cannot watch the boy die.’ And as she sat there, she began to sob.”

— Genesis 21:16

And then God opened her eyes to a well of water. Not a miraculous well appearing from nowhere — a well that was already there, that she had not been able to see through her tears and her despair. The water was there all along. She simply could not see it.

The name of the place where God first found her: Beer Lahai Roi — the Well of the Living One Who Sees Me. Archaeologists and biblical geographers have identified this as a site in the northern Negev desert, on the ancient road that Hagar would have traveled. The well was real. The road was real. The encounter was real.

·  ·  ·

FOR YOU

Maybe you know what it is to be used for what you could produce, and then discarded when you were no longer convenient.

A relationship that needed something from you. A job that consumed your best years and then ended without ceremony. A family system that had a role for you as long as you played it correctly, and that became cold or hostile when you didn’t. A religious community that welcomed you while you were useful and pushed you to the margins when you weren’t.

Hagar’s particular wound is the wound of the disposable person. The one who was never really valued for who she was — only for what she could give. And when what she could give was no longer needed, she was sent away with a skin of water and told to figure out the rest.

There is a detail in the second expulsion that is easy to miss. The text says Abraham sent Hagar away with Ishmael. But it also says God had told Abraham to do this — and assured him that Ishmael would be cared for. Abraham obeyed. And yet. A skin of water. After seventeen years. Whatever God’s purposes, the human accounting of what Hagar received in exchange for what she gave is devastating.

“You, LORD, hear the desire of the afflicted; you encourage them, and you listen to their cry.”

— Psalm 10:17

What Hagar received that no one else in her story gave her was this: she was seen. Specifically, personally, by name. The God of the universe came looking for a runaway slave on a desert road and asked her where she was going. And when she was sitting a bowshot away from her dying child, unable to watch and unable to leave, the same God showed her that the water she needed had been there the whole time.

El Roi. The God who sees me. Not the God who sees the important people, the connected people, the people with power and position. The God who sees the one on the road to Shur, the one under the desert bush, the one who has been sent away with nothing but a skin of water after giving everything.

If you have been that person — and I suspect you have, or you would not be reading this book — then this name belongs to you today. El Roi. He sees you. Not just generally. Specifically. On this road, in this desert, in this particular place of being unable to go forward and unable to go back.

––––––––
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PRAYER

Lord, I come to You today carrying the specific weight of having been treated as less than. Not as a person with inherent worth and dignity, but as something useful — and then, when the usefulness ran out, as something expendable. I don’t want to dramatize it. I just want to name it honestly, because I think You want the honest version, and because I have been calling it other things for long enough.

I was Hagar. Or something like her. I gave what I had to give, and when it was no longer needed, I was sent away with what amounted to a skin of water — the minimum required, the bare enough to technically survive. And I walked out into the desert of what came next without knowing where the water was. And at some point I sat down under whatever bush was available and could not go forward and could not go back.

“He heals the brokenhearted and binds up their wounds. He determines the number of the stars and calls them each by name.”

— Psalm 147:3–4

I need You to be El Roi today. I need You to be the God who sees — not in the general, theological sense of omniscience, but in the specific, personal, Hagar-on-the-road-to-Shur sense. The God who finds the person no one else is looking for. The God who asks where have you come from and where are you going — not because He doesn’t know, but because He wants me to say it out loud. So here is the answer: I have come from a place where I was used and discarded. And I don’t know yet where I am going.

I pray today for everyone who has been made to feel disposable. The woman who gave the best years of her health and energy to a marriage that ended without recognizing what she had given. The employee who was told they were family until the company needed to cut costs. The child who was loved conditionally — warmly when they performed correctly, coldly when they didn’t. The person whose church only valued them for their gifts until their gifts were no longer needed. Lord, these are Hagars. Find them on their roads. Call them by name.

“Can a mother forget the baby at her breast and have no compassion on the child she has borne? Though she may forget, I will not forget you! See, I have engraved you on the palms of my hands.”

— Isaiah 49:15–16

And show me where the well is. I suspect it may be closer than I think — that what I need is already present, already placed, already there. But I cannot see it through what I am carrying. Open my eyes. Not to a miraculous provision from nowhere, but to the water that has been here all along, waiting for me to be able to see it. El Roi. You who see me — help me to see You. Help me to see what You have already placed in this desert. And let that be enough to take one more step today.

Amen.

––––––––
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	HAGAR — A FEW THINGS WORTH KNOWING


▪  The Hebrew shiphchah (Hagar’s status) meant a female slave with no

independent legal rights. Ancient contracts — including the Nuzi tablets

and the Code of Hammurabi — document exactly this arrangement:

a barren wife could give her slave to her husband, and any child

born belonged legally to the wife, not the birth mother.


▪  El Roi (אֵל רְאִי) — “The God who sees me.” This is the only time

in the entire Bible that a human being gives God a name.

That human being was a foreign slave woman in a desert.


▪  Beer Lahai Roi — “The Well of the Living One Who Sees Me.”

Biblical geographers place this site in the northern Negev,

on the ancient road to Shur. The well was real. The road was real.


▪  Ishmael means “God hears.” Hagar’s son was named for what God did

for his mother in the desert — before he was even born.

Every time his name was spoken, it was a testimony.
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EVENING REFLECTION

Hagar gave God a name — El Roi, the God who sees me — in the moment when she felt most invisible and most discarded. When in your own life have you felt most unseen? And in retrospect, was there any evidence — however small — that you were in fact being seen in that moment, even if you couldn’t feel it at the time?

––––––––
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The well was already there — Hagar simply could not see it through her grief. Is there anything in your current situation that might already be present — a resource, a person, a possibility — that your pain or exhaustion is making it difficult to see? What would it mean to ask God to open your eyes to what is already there, rather than only asking for something new?

A note to God tonight — whatever needs to be said:
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DAY 4
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The False Accusation

On injustice while innocent — punished for doing the right thing

––––––––
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There is a specific kind of injustice that is harder to carry than most. Not the kind where you made a mistake and paid for it. The kind where you did everything right — and paid for it anyway.

Joseph knew this kind. He had already survived the pit and the slave caravan and the years in a foreign country. He had built something. And then someone lied about him.

·  ·  ·

THE STORY

When Joseph arrived in Egypt, he was purchased by a man named Potiphar — the captain of Pharaoh’s guard. This was not an ordinary household. Potiphar was one of the most powerful men in Egypt, responsible for the security of the Pharaoh himself. He oversaw royal prisoners. He had direct access to the palace. His household would have been large, wealthy, and under constant scrutiny.

Into this world came a seventeen-year-old Hebrew slave who, the text says, was well-built and handsome. And the Lord was with him.

“When his master saw that the LORD was with him and that the LORD gave him success in everything he did, Joseph found favor in his eyes and became his attendant. Potiphar put him in charge of his household, and he entrusted to his care everything he owned.”

— Genesis 39:3–4

Potiphar noticed something in Joseph that he could not fully explain. He gave him more and more responsibility, until Joseph was running the entire estate. The text says Potiphar did not concern himself with anything except the food he ate. He had handed his household to a foreign slave, completely. That level of trust was unusual, even extraordinary.

Then Potiphar’s wife noticed Joseph too. And she began to pursue him. Day after day, the text says — not once, not twice, but repeatedly and persistently. Joseph refused her each time, and each time he gave his reasons clearly.

“‘With me in charge,’ he told her, ‘my master does not concern himself with anything in the house; everything he owns he has entrusted to my care. No one is greater in this house than I am. My master has withheld nothing from me except you, because you are his wife. How then could I do such a wicked thing and sin against God?’”

— Genesis 39:8–9

Notice what Joseph named. Not just loyalty to Potiphar. Not just social convention. Sin against God. He was a young man, alone in a foreign country, far from anyone who knew him, with no one watching. And he said no because of who he was before God, not because of who was watching.

One day, the house was empty. No other servants present. She grabbed his cloak. He ran. He left the cloak in her hand and got out of the house.

She screamed.

“She kept his cloak beside her until his master came home. Then she told him this story: ‘That Hebrew slave you brought us came to me to make sport of me. But as soon as I screamed for help, he left his cloak beside me and ran out of the house.’”

— Genesis 39:16–18

There are details in her accusation worth noticing. She called him “that Hebrew slave you brought us” — distancing Potiphar from responsibility by reminding him it was his choice to bring this foreigner in. She implied the fault was Potiphar’s. She had held onto the cloak as evidence, which meant she had planned the accusation, or at least prepared for it.

Potiphar’s anger blazed. He threw Joseph into prison.

Here is one of the most significant details that most readers miss. The prison where Joseph was sent — the Hebrew term is beit ha-sohar, the house of confinement — was specifically the place where the king’s prisoners were held. This was Potiphar’s own prison. The captain of the guard’s facility. Scholars have noted that a slave accused of attempting to assault the wife of a high official in ancient Egypt would normally have been executed immediately. Not imprisoned. Executed.

Joseph was not executed. Something stayed Potiphar’s hand. The text doesn’t say what. But a man with the power to execute chose instead to imprison. And in the prison, the same thing that had happened in Potiphar’s house happened again.

“But while Joseph was there in the prison, the LORD was with him; he showed him kindness and granted him favor in the eyes of the prison warden. So the warden put Joseph in charge of all those held in the prison, and he was made responsible for all that was done there.”

— Genesis 39:20–22

The Lord was with him. In the prison, just as in the household. The circumstances changed. The presence did not.

The Brooklyn Papyrus 35.1446, an Egyptian document from the 13th Dynasty period that overlaps with the likely time of Joseph, contains a list of servants in an Egyptian household. It uses the same administrative title mentioned in Genesis — ‘he who is over the house’ — for the chief household servant, and it documents that Semitic servants from Canaan and the surrounding regions were common in Egyptian households of the period. Joseph’s story is not myth. It fits the documented world of its time precisely.

·  ·  ·

FOR YOU

Maybe you know what it is to be punished for doing the right thing.

You told the truth and it cost you. You refused to compromise and the person who wanted you to compromise made you pay for the refusal. You said no to something wrong and the person who was wrong had more power than you, and they used it. You held a boundary and someone punished you for holding it. You were faithful and someone who was not faithful made sure the consequences landed on you anyway.

This is one of the most disorienting forms of suffering because it attacks not just your circumstances but your understanding of how the world works. We grow up believing, at some level, that doing the right thing protects us. That integrity is a shield. And then we discover that it isn’t — not always, not reliably, not in the short term. Sometimes doing the right thing is exactly what puts you in the pit.

“For the LORD is righteous, he loves justice; the upright will see his face.”

— Psalm 11:7

Joseph did not get to see the end of his story while he was in Potiphar’s prison. He did not know that the cupbearer would eventually remember him, or that Pharaoh would have a dream, or that the very position he held in that prison — chief administrator, trusted by the warden — was preparation for something he could not yet imagine. He just knew that he had said no to something wrong, and he was in prison for it. And he got up every morning and ran the prison with the same integrity he had brought to the household. Because that was who he was.

The false accusation could take his freedom. It could not take his character. And character, it turned out, was the thing that mattered most for what came next.

“The LORD does not look at the things people look at. People look at the outward appearance, but the LORD looks at the heart.”

— 1 Samuel 16:7

You may be in your own prison right now for something you didn’t do, or for something right that you did. The accusation may be as current as this week, or as old as years ago and still carrying weight. Either way — bring it here. The God who was in Potiphar’s prison is the same God who is in yours.

PRAYER

Lord, I need to bring You something today that is particularly hard to carry: the injustice of having been punished for doing the right thing. Not for a mistake. Not for a failure of judgment. For doing what was right, what was honest, what was faithful. And paying for it anyway.

I want to name it plainly before You, the way Joseph must have named it in his own way in that prison cell. I said no to something wrong. Or I told the truth when lying would have been easier. Or I held a line that needed to be held. And the person who wanted me to do otherwise had more power than I did, and they used it. And I am sitting in the consequences of their choice to punish my integrity, and I need You to know that I see the injustice of it clearly, and I am not pretending it isn’t there.

“Vindicate me, my God, and plead my cause against an unfaithful nation. Rescue me from those who are deceitful and wicked.”

— Psalm 43:1

I pray today for everyone carrying a false accusation. The person whose reputation was damaged by someone who lied about them, and who has had to live in the shadow of that lie. The one who was blamed for something they didn’t do in a family system that needed
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